ANGKOR,  A PILGRIMAGE

wall. On the walls are sculptured the immense
number of 100,000 separate figures."

So I came to treasure these statistics, learnt
them by rote, and came in time almost to believe
that I had measured Angkor myself. Equipped
with this testament I might speak out boldly of
the shrine and crush the incredulous with the
weight of facts. I remembered the idle curiosity
with which I had turned over Mouhot's pages
before the pilgrimage, how casually I had listened
to his outpourings. " A la vue de ce temple
I'esprit se sent ecrase, 1'imagination surpassee,"
he had written, with all moderation as I learnt
afterwards, and in the fullness of his heart. But
to me the words had seemed vain, the speech
of a blind seer, a Nabi; they conjured up nothing
save an impatient glimpse of an excited French-
man. The thought of this injustice made me timid
in speaking of Angkor. To others who had not
seen my words also might appear vain. I was not
more ardent, deserved no better, than this Mouhot
who had left me so cynically cold and sceptical.
Clearly if I wished any one to believe me I must
be more reticent. I would be guarded. Then I
discovered the disciple with the foot-rule and had
only to say " Amen."

But that was ten years ago. To-day there
ought to be no need of proselytising. Do you
claim that there is any other shrine half so grand
and impressive, listen to the burning words of the
pilgrim Gamier and Mouhot. Do you deny
that Angkor was the cradle of a race of kings, turn
to the bas-reliefs, read the inscriptions in Kmer
and Sanscrit translated by the Orientalists Barth
and Aumonier. Are you sceptical about the
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